A WARRIOR'S PRIDE

From me he wanted a parting present before going into
the Qara Mountains to demand four head of sheep from
Al Kathir as part payment of blood-money for his son
accidentally killed by one of their number the year before.

What he wanted turned out to be a modest fifty rounds
of ammunition - the Badu will unblushingly ask for the
moon!

'No,' I said, remembering 'Ali's record and propen-
sities. 'Certainly not!5 'Ali was reputed to have taken
fifteen lives; the last murder, three years before, immedi-
ately followed a visit to my camp at Auhi: he had then shot
an 'Amari he met in the wilderness because he coveted
the wretch's camel. The camel did not, alas, survive the
journey to Dhufar, and 'Ali had nothing to show for his
blood-guiltiness, which he ascribed cheerfully to Allah, and
himself felt not at all, but he dare not meet a man of that
tribe again. 'I will give you three dollars, 'All/ I added,
'if you will come on a shooting expedition into the moun-
tains next week: but ammunition, no! You want it for
some evil purpose. I will be no party to violence/

'Then tell me how a man shall live ?*

"Till the ground or fish.'

He looked at me incredulously. 'That is not a man's
work,' he said.

'Then what is a man's work?'

'The rifle zndjantiya (dagger).'

'Nonsense,' I returned. 'Fighting is all very well when
the time for it comes, but how do you think we English
became strong if it was not by work ? How do you think
we get our ships and our rifles ?'

'Money!' he said laconically, and I knew it would be
idle to argue. A pause.